with an invitation to art historians to abandon the "by" questions (attribution, etc.) and to focus on the "from" questions that arise when Fountain is not seen as a work of art so much as the bearer of the news that the art world has radically changed.
Then the smell of wet glue! Mentally I was not spelling art with a capital A. and it was so successful that on the evening when the Society's first exhibition opened for the VIPs, the Independents counted no less than 1,235 members.
On that very evening, April 9, a little magazine titled The Blind Man, No. 1, advertised as Independents' Number, was handdistributed at the opening. 5 Its cover was adorned with a cartoon by Alfred Frueh representing a blind man guided through a painting exhibition by his dog and unaware of the framed nude on the wall thumbing her nose at him (Fig. 1.2) . On the last page, a or Gabrielle Buffet-Picabia-were art world insiders. The public at large was represented by a "mother" who sent a letter protesting that "People without refinement, cubists, futurists, are not artists," but the letter was a counterfeit due to Beatrice Wood. All contributors were members of a tightly knit community of avant-garde artists with, more or less, shared moral and aesthetic values and, perhaps more importantly, with common networks and an intersecting social life. 7 There was no mention of a publisher's name this time, but above the title on the front cover the three letters P. B. T. cryptically alluded to the magazine's editors, P for Pierre (Roché), B for Beatrice (Wood), and T for Totor, diminutive of Victor-the nickname Roché, charmed by Duchamp's elegant command of even the most embarrassing social situations, had given his new friend in late January. Right beneath the title, the address, 33 West 67th Street, New York, referred to the seat of the magazine's office, which happened to be the apartment of the Arensbergs. 8 And beneath that address, a reproduction of Duchamp's 1914 Chocolate Grinder claimed the reader's attention, duly captioned "BROYEUSE DE CHOCOLAT" on the left and "Marcel Duchamp" on the right.
A month earlier, an article in Everyweek entitled "Sometimes We Dread the Future" had disclosed that Duchamp, "the Whistler of Cubism," was preparing a bombshell for the Indeps' exhibition: the portrait of a chocolate grinder. 9 Although Duchamp abstained-he didn't send anything to the Indeps under his name-he saw to it that The Blind Man No. 2 delivered the said portrait.
The pièce de résistance in The Blind Man No. 2 is undoubtedly the double page that divulges the Richard Mutt Case (Fig. 1.4) . The left page exhibits a photo of a urinal, accompanied with a triple caption: "Fountain by R. Mutt," "Photograph by Alfred Stieglitz,"
and "THE EXHIBIT REFUSED BY THE INDEPENDENTS."
Three times the word "by," three allusions to an agency. What kind of agency? It makes some sense to say that R. Mutt appears as the author of Fountain and a lot of sense to say that Stieglitz is the author of the photo, but it does not make much sense to say that the Independents are the authors of the fountain's refusal.
One does not author a refusal the way one authors a work. Though the word "by" repeats itself identically, nothing forces us to characterize the implied agency as identical. The three captions deserve a closer look.
FOUNTAIN BY R. MUTT
On the page facing Stieglitz's photo, the editorial titled "The Richard Mutt Case" unequivocally states R. Mutt's agency with regard to Fountain in capital letters: "He CHOSE it." Choice is or is not a straightforward concept depending on whether or not we decide to ignore that Duchamp was hiding behind the pseudonym R. Mutt. One only needs to recall his 1968 response to Francis Robert's question, "How do you choose a readymade?"-"It chooses you, so to speak"-to fathom how complex the issue of choice in Duchamp's work can be. 10 For the time being, let's put our hindsight knowledge in parentheses and try to read The Richard Mutt Case with the same ignorance of who was hiding behind R. Mutt as the 1917 readers of The Blind Man. "He CHOSE it" is prefaced with the following statement: "Whether Mr. Mutt with his own hands made the fountain or not has no importance."
The editorial consistently speaks of "the fountain," lowercased and not italicized. "Fountain" is a common noun simply naming a genre of public monuments, as in this other passage: "Mr. Richard
Mutt sent in a fountain." If it were not for Stieglitz's photograph, we might think Mutt sent in an object in the same vein as Helen The Richard Mutt Case editorial does not state that Mutt made the fountain into art, merely that "he placed it so that its useful significance disappeared under the new title and point of viewcreated a new thought for that object." However, in referring to the word "fountain" as "the new title," the editorial suggests that "Fountain" is a title and thus not simply the common noun of a genre of public sculpture. Moreover, it also suggests that the object in the photo already had a title before Mr. Mutt gave it a new one. Objects have a name but not a title, unless they are seen as works of art. To this oblique and ambiguous allusion to art, the last paragraph adds a direct and blunt one, emphasized by being printed in large, bold typeface: "As for plumbing, that is absurd. The only works of art America has given are her plumbing and her bridges. Images culled from professional publications of the time amply confirm that elevating bathroom implements to quasi-art status was common practice because it was a good commercial strategy.
The Plumbers' Trade Journal of September 1, 1917, illustrated an article titled "Window Displays with 'Pulling' Power Create Sales" with a cartoon that showed a crowd admiring a washbasin in the vitrine of a plumbing store (Fig. 1.5 ) . 14 In June 1909, the journal Sanitary Pottery, issued by the Trenton Potteries Company, then in its first year, rather crudely adorned its cover with a photo of the Trenton showroom that had four or five urinals aligned on the wall amidst a row of toilet seats (Fig. 1.6) . 15 The editors subsequently developed more refined advertising tactics geared specifically at the middle class clientele, for whom owning a full porcelain bathroom was an enviable bourgeois luxury: they inserted in the December 1916 issue a drawing that showed, from inside the store's display, a crowd of well-to-do Christmas shoppers admiring the fully equipped bathroom on view (Fig. 1.7) . 16 And for the cover of the July 1915 issue of the magazine, they hired an artist who, in typical linear Art Nouveau style, represented two ladies of the world in awe before the bathroom trinity-tub, basin, and toileton view on an elevated plinth. 17 "Bathroom trinity," by the way, is the expression Carl Van Vechten, one of the rare insiders in the R. Mutt affair, used when he wrote to Gertrude Stein: "Stieglitz is exhibiting the object at '291.'" 18 We shall soon examine whether the fountain was exhibited at "291" (Stieglitz's gallery). What is sure is that objects of its kind-perhaps not urinals but certainly toilets- 
PHOTOGRAPH BY ALFRED STIEGLITZ
Stieglitz's agency with regard to the fountain is quadruple: he saw it, he aestheticized it, he made it into art, and he photographed itin that order (Fig. 1.8 background of a Marsden Hartley painting that contained ogival forms echoing the urinal's contours, something that is not readily observable in the photograph. As Michael Taylor perspicaciously noted, "this relationship would only have been seen by those present when the photograph was taken," a revealing insight into Stieglitz's mindset. 28 Stieglitz could only fathom the Fountain if it was art, so he did everything to make it art to his own eyes. Then he photographed it, in protest against the Independents' betrayal of their democratic principles-a cause he took to heart. Indeed, in addition to making sure the incident was recorded, Stieglitz contributed a letter to The Blind Man, dated April 13, where he maintained that in the future all entries to the Independents should be anonymous, so that "each bit of work would stand on its own There is a detail in Stieglitz's exquisitely crafted photograph that is strangely at odds with his aestheticizing efforts and his careful mise-en-scène: the urinal does not sit centered on its base.
On second view this casualness seems so contrived that it makes the mise-en-scène appear even more deliberate. With it, Stieglitz seems to be saying: "The urinal may sit like a Buddha on a pedestal, but it landed there provisionally, for the mere purpose of being photographed as Exhibit A in my protest against the Independents, and not in order to be exhibited as a valued work of art." And on third view, when you compare Stieglitz's photo with a doctored version that centers the urinal on its plinth, something else emerges: the original version of the photo gives the urinal plus base an elegant contrapposto that makes it far better, aesthetically, than the doctored version (Fig. 1.9) . Better, that is, as a photo; it does not make the urinal look better. In the end, Stieglitz must have been satisfied that the fountain was art because the photo was a work of art he could be proud of.
THE EXHIBIT REFUSED BY THE INDEPENDENTS
What was the Independents' agency with regard to the fountain?
They refused it, they censored it, and they made it into anti-art.
Among the directors summoned to an emergency meeting on the morning of April 9, the day of the vernissage preceding the public opening, only Walter Pach, Covert, and Arensberg defended Richard Mutt's right to exhibit, on the grounds that he had paid his membership fee. Duchamp, who was a founding member and who, ironically, had been named head of the hanging committee a few days before, conveniently abstained from attending the meeting. in which he writes that after a heated discussion, "the committee's saner members" won the case and found a way to refuse Fountain on the basis of a technicality: "the entry card did not identify the urinal's creator." 35 But even this version is dubious, as it seems to have been dictated by Kent's a posteriori knowledge of Richard Mutt's true identity. In Stieglitz's photo, the entry card attached to the urinal is partly visible and, so far as we can tell, looks properly filled in-provided, of course, we read the artist's name candidly.
The only assured fact amidst these stories is that the urinal was […] The great need, then, is for an exhibition, to be held a given period each year, where artists of all schools can exhibit together-certain that whatever they send will be hung and that all will have an equal opportunity. 38 "Exhibitions in which all artists may participate…" "Artists of all schools…" "Certain that whatever they send will be hung…" These promises of all-inclusiveness and certainty were exactly what Richard Mutt proceeded to test. The Society's very existence was founded on the guarantee given to all members of the Society that their entry to the exhibition would be shown, and thus treated as art, without any judgment as to its quality. Article II, section 3 of the Society's bylaws stated:
Any artist, whether a citizen of the United States or of any foreign country, may become a member of the Society upon filing an application therefor, paying the initiation fee and the annual dues of a member, and exhibiting at the exhibition in the year that he joins. 39 Sections 4 and 5 specified that the initiation fee would be one dollar and the annual dues five dollars. The inevitable conclusion was expressed in one journalist's comment with the appropriate irony:
Step up, ladies and gentlemen! Pay six dollars and be an artistan independent artist! Cheap, isn't it? Yet that is all it costs. […] You and I, even if we've never wielded a brush, squeezed paint from a tube, spoiled good paint with crayon, or worked with a modeling tool, can buy six dollars worth of wall or floor space at the Grand Central Palace. 40
So that when the editorial's first sentence reads, "They say any artist paying six dollars may exhibit," what this unwittingly means is: "anyone paying six dollars may exhibit." It seems that, with the exception of Arensberg, who was in the know from the outset and gleefully played the game, the founding members had not fathomed that it followed straight from their "No Jury, No
Prizes" motto that all rules of art making had been abolished by decree: if anyone with six dollars to spend on a membership card to the Indeps was an artist, and if artists of all schools could be certain that whatever they sent would be hung, then the truth was that, at the Society of Independent Artists, anything whatsoever could be art. The founding members should have been ready for that, but they were not. Richard Mutt's entry suddenly woke them up to that truth. Should we blame them for blaming Mutt for the waking call? They were only the firsts in the long list of people who would shoot-or hail-the messenger. But they got the message all right: they immediately understood that Mutt had taken advantage of something they had not thought out in all its consequences. And for that very reason they knew Mutt had set a trap for them, intentionally. This is what I mean when I say they made the fountain into anti-art. They, not he. For anti-art is in the eye of the beholder. We should never assume that anti-art is anti-all art, even at the Cabaret
or conception, or avatar of art, and who makes a statement of his particular opposition. It is the particularity of the attack that accounts for the "anti" in anti-art. And it is therefore the particular party that feels attacked that lends the artist the will to attack it, whether or not the will is there. The directors of the Indeps who gathered to decide on the fate of Mutt's fountain imputed the prankster the intention to ridicule the conception of art they stood for. Mutt, they thought, must be an anarchist set out to make fun of the bourgeois liberalism the Independents professed when they wrote, "every school is represented at this salon, from the most conservative to the most radical." 42 Or he must be an arch-conservative who has viciously reached for the scandalous and the far-out in order to discredit the (Fig. 1.8) . What, now, was Duchamp's intention when he decided that Stieglitz, not Man Ray or Henri-Pierre Roché or an anonymous photographer, should photograph the fountain? He knew that Stieglitz was not just a famous photographer but also an art dealer commandeering the ne plus ultra of avant-garde art in New York. He knew that Fountain being at "291," even for a few days, even visible only to a happy few, would be obtaining for the controversial urinal the sanction of art history in advance. Duchamp manipulated Stieglitz, no doubt.
Photograph by Alfred Stieglitz
How? This is where the aesthetic criteria with which he chose a particular model of a urinal-the gleaming white surface, the Hans Arp-or Brancusi-like curves, the potential formal evocation of a Buddha or a Madonna-set in. They were a trap set for Stieglitz, and he fell into it. He wouldn't have aestheticized the fountain to the point of elevating it to art status if he hadn't felt that the object had aesthetic potential in spite of its plebeian origin and vulgar connotations. But the literal "talionism" is the better translation, for it conveys the sense that revenge has been promoted to the rank of artistic "ism," like impressionism or cubism, or indeed, in Duchamp's idiolect, scribism, ironism, oculism, and pictorial nominalism, not to mention eroticism. 54 An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, an "ism" for an "ism." Where and when did Duchamp find the impetus to make revenge an artistic "ism"? What artistic "ism" was the target of his vengeance? What was the particularity of the attack accounting for the "anti" in anti-art, if indeed Fountain was anti-art?
THE EXHIBIT REFUSED BY THE INDEPENDENTS.
The year is 1912, the place Paris. In January, Duchamp, who was not even twenty-five, finished painting the second version of Nude Descending a Staircase (Fig. 4.1 In an attempt to raise production funds the second issue of
The Blind Man appeared both in a regular and a deluxe edition.
The latter featured a pink wrapper and was printed on fine imitation Japanese vellum in an edition of fifty. These copies were hand-numbered, dedicated to important people in the art world, and signed by Beatrice Wood, who published the issue under her name.
The fact of the deluxe edition is an important one, as we shall see. had released its secrets. Today, fifty-five years later and a good century after the affair, the preposition "of"-meaning "from"-is still in need of elucidation. Wider in scope than "authorship,"
"agency" is the word I've used to speak of the repetition of "by" in the three captions to Stieglitz's photo. It is a word that fits "from" equally well, provided Fountain is viewed not as a work of art that has an author but rather as a message that has a sender and intended receivers. reactions to the show. It's a safe bet that no one among them realized that they were part of a plot emanating from Duchamp, the originator, the organizer, the ringmaster, the puppeteer who pulled all the strings. They were pawns in Duchamp's game and in no way the real addressees of the editorial that revealed "The Richard Mutt Case," with Stieglitz's photo for proof. Lest the regular edition of The Blind Man No. 2 disappear and be forgotten, the deluxe edition was Duchamp's way to hedge his bets that at least a few copies of the magazine would survive and land Fountain in art history books.
There it is now, its place as secure as the Sistine Chapel but the reasons for its place still mysteriously paradoxical. As I wrote in
Kant after Duchamp:
Duchamp's most celebrated readymade-perhaps his most celebrated work-is an object that has disappeared, that practically no one has seen, that never stirred up a public scandal, about which the press at the time never spoke, which never figured in the catalogue of the Independents' Show but made it into a discreet Salon des Refusés, and whose very existence could be doubted were it not for Stieglitz's photograph. 71 Not only is Fountain securely at home in art history books, but the scholarship about it fills bookshelf upon bookshelf. By and large, the centennial harvest of scholarly works on Fountain demonstrates the exhaustion of ambitious interpretive readings and an obsessive, petty focus on undiscovered or unexploited little facts. I must confess that I have read them with delight because I, too, was in need of facts, little or big but as hard as possible, in order to double-check the interpretive reading of Fountain I shall soon propose. 72 Duchamp scholars are at a crossroad: they can choose, as many already have, to be scribes parsing every comma in the Duchamp master narrative, at the risk of appearing as Alexandrian hair-splitters to outsiders. Or they can embrace new hypotheses and new heuristic frames for their questions. As long as the frame of Duchamp scholarship is defined by the "by" question, settled long ago, we can hope no more than to unearth little facts that might make the story more savory but will not change it. The pretension to upset and revamp the "by" question with a new, provocative answer such as the re-attribution of Fountain to the Baroness Elsa von Freytag-Loringhoven, is symptomatic of the exhaustion of the "by" question, but nothing more. 73 In an era when truly fake news accuses true news of being fake news, the distasteful success of said re-attribution is not really a surprise. All the more reason, I'd say, to dismiss it as factually unsubstantiated and ideologically dubious. Where there is a "from" there is a "to." Where there is a sender there are receivers, some intended, some not. I have no doubt that the corporation of art historians was the intended receiver of the 
